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Dedication 
by Joe Barwick 


His olive tie hung flat against his off-white shirt that drooped a little over 
his belt, and his complexion seemed to reject the flourescent light. But as he 
extended his hand, he smiled a smile that told me he was really glad—not just 
politely glad—to meet me, his new office mate. With his easy laughter, he didn’t 
look like a man at war with life. But with an anger stirred by his own secrets he 
scorned the fates and thrust daggers at the armor-plated pretense of people masquerading 
as people. Armed with his intellect and always alert he fought continuously against 
insensitivity and brutish arrogance. 
But his was not a soldier’s heart. He, himself, was too sensitive to cause pain, 
too gentle to draw blood. And he could create poetry more easily than he 
could insult bad behavior. At war with life, he took in a homeless cat, a dog 
named Mona, and us, the battlescarred refugees. With his insight he showed us the 
calloused things people do to people. With his creativity he showed us the 
boundlessness of the human spirit. And with his force he showed us the intensity 
of life. Al vs ip | 
Now, with his death, we lost something even more rare, more unique—a genuine 
article—a human being. Without him, we must learn to live with empty spaces. 


for Paul Atwell 


“Words, after speech, reach 


into the silence.” T.S.E. 


It was so like you, Paul, to do this— 
to be the first one to go— 

and you had the tenure! 

There we sat assembled for our last 
meeting when you rolled by, 

your last act directed by others, 

a stranger in disguise. 

I know you would have seen absurdity 
and laughter at the scene, 

and this has made your going easier. 
But I knew your sadness, too, 

on other days. Do you remember? 


Death seems not so natural after all. 
Knowing, we go on denying 

that the blood 

in our hands 

will slow. 

Hard to imagine your abandoned 
laughter that once resounded 
through theaters, through halls 
grounded. 


Try as you may—and you knew it, too— 
you did not 

could not 

always rhyme without reason. 

You held the howling hounds of hell 
in abeyance even in that workroom 
where you typed frantically 

shaping words 

shaping chaos 

shaping poems 

compounding 

your delight and fear of the absurd. 
Fevered your candle flickered. 
Singing nursery rhymes, 

babbling Shakespeare, 

still shaping, 

you burned into the cold. 


Yes, something happened! 

Even your leaving, a mystery for us to ponder. 
And I wonder, do you remember 

the day we stood under my black umbrella 
sharing our poetry? Your eyes blurred 

when you quoted yours. I felt for you 

then and the someone the lines were meant for. 
And the day I heard that you had died 

the lines reverberated, 

for now your poem speaks to other someones 
you touched along the way: 

“When I go you will not even know 

that I have gone 

until you discover the empty spaces 

I left behind.” 


Irene Honeycutt 


Thirty-seven, nearly Thirty-eight 
by Paul Atwell 


To Ted Moore and any more who can relate to it 
I 
How to put it?—Words fail 
Dory Previn’s wail “Okay, All right. Okay, All right 
God Damn it, deal me in” 
Begins false and ends falser— 
a fake heretic 
stoic stance that stinks of drama 
and romance and other lies that people use 
to confuse themselves and others into thinking 
their play 
is 
Tragic 


II 


“The oldest rock on earth is four thousand million years old, and the configuration of 
continents as we now know them (according to a new geological theory which explains 
everything for those who watch educational T. V.) is a relatively recent phenomenon—per- 
haps sixty million years old (give or take a year or three) at which time India collided 
with Asia to make the Himalaya.” (Lots of other things happened about the same time, 
give or take a million years or four, but since the Himalaya are more impressive than most 
results of that relatively recent Rock show, the collision of India and Asia deserves top billing 
as the Hit Attraction unless you count the mountains undersea we learned about five years 
ago, give or take a year or so.) 
Is that what I mean? No— 
(Although it implies enough to use as a metaphor (or five) 
If I knew it would relate 
What the metaphor stood for (or eight) 
I like to think of that 
Rock boogie-woogie which was only the last in 
A long long of Collisions ‘‘and revisions 
before the taking of a toast and tea,” before 
the “talk of you and me.” 
But I do not believe it, even if it 
is true, Such cosmic comedy I can imagine, 
but know (or care to know)? 
No, 
I refuse even to acknowledge it as any way 
to mix or fix my metaphor (or six). 


Il 


Hands that held a face together 
Pressing bones connected to my bones 
Stimulating blood of my blood to flow a little 
longer through a cold face not yet dead 
with dying. 
| I felt (and feel) distorted by a fake 
heroic 
. stoic 
/ stance that stinks of drama and romance 
; and other lies people abuse to make 
: their living 
living—their dying 
. dying. 
| I held that face 
(like my own but stripped to bone) 
| in my hands and listened to her muttered 
4 fretful demands! “Why don’t you build a fire. I’m cold. You said you’d build a fire.” 
: My eyes burned with the desire to look away. 
My ears ached to stop those sounds that settled in my bones. 
| Tender hand and gentle tones assuring present warmth could not deceive 
the smothered moans of “Build a fire. I’m cold.” 
At last a reassuring disembodied voice told an easy lie “Shhh, I’ve built that fire 
now. Soon you will be snug and warm. Soon 
} Soon soon soooon 
" You will be snug and warm.” I crooned 
; A gentle lullabye, kneading the face of ice with blood warm hands 
And glancing at the air-conditioner standing unplugged, 
Mocking from a window where a hot summer dawn began to spread. 
The pleas ceased, replaced by labored breaths 
that talked in unknown tongues of deaths ‘i 
and dead ends. 
Now have I said what I know? No. 
I have hinted what I knew then. 
} Lies saw me through— 
Rage of a God'I do not believe in 
; Flesh-tearing guilt I can’t wear to grieve in— 
i All, all lies. 
¢ In my hands blood ran warm over the cold face 
t My hands felt the face of my face 
: failing. 
y I did know, but I do not believe that the blood in my hands will slow 
down. 
: I will know that only when I am cold 
With the cold no fire controls. 


IV 


So—What have I revealed about that process 
We call living dying 
dying living, a process 
I am eighteen years older than, (give or take a century or more), 
Rats eighteen years colder than 
(give or take an ice age or eight) you— 
The eighteen years of me I cannot explain to you 
that began this mess 
of words that falter and swerve and slip and slide (like continents?) 
Glancing off what only I can know I know: 
It is no game of dramatic chance I cannot control 
Though when I need a lie that will console 
me that one fits as well as any 
No frame work of erratic continents grating 
into one another with shattering power creating 
The Himalaya 
Though when I need a laugh for stating 
My delight and fear of the absurd— 
That lie serves as well as many I have heard. 
Neither chance 
Nor collision 
But accumulations 
beginning to end, ending to begin again and again 
so slow and dull we need our lies to love and die in 
to block the grave we live and lie in 
accumulations of hands on faces dying, body against bodies 
writhing in ecstasy—both acts are partial acts, fakes that make 


the act of knowing unknowing, much less the act of telling without any acting 
break 


d 
fo) 
w 
n 
into sounds 
that turn around 


What is and is not. 
What then? 


I am what i am when i am what I am 

What is is what is when it is what is 

Nothing more I know— 

Though I think of Dory Previn 

Colliding continents, dying faces including mine 

From time to time 

Words commit treason , 
I always rhyme without reason 


2, ee a, 


Identity 


Beside myself I stand, 
A shadow, 

One-and-a 

-shade, 

Not cleft 

But still not whole. 


And so the tree I see 

Is grotesquely bent, 

The rain is spiked 

With stinging ice. 

The birds are all vultures. 


The night beats its wings 
Over my head. 

With pounding heart I listen 
for the dreaded footsteps 

Of one who’s coming. 


My mirror is blank. 
Shadows don’t show. 
But looking over my shoulder I see 
A splintered horror 
And I know it’s me. 


When I can embrace again 
My penumbra; 

Coalesce in holy unity, 

I shall stand up whole 
With my identity. 


by Paul Atwell 


AQUARIUS 


Quietly he comes in his sandals 

To examine the Tibetan prayer wheel. 
He fingers each nut and bolt, 

Asks about the mystic carvings, 

And still believes in prayers. 


The cool water of his spirit 

He dispenses with friendship’s cup, 
Ever replenishing his supply 

With torrents of intelligence 
About the varied world. 


He lives in an ivyed hall 

In a room with telescopic mirrors, 
Which reflects for him and no other 
The secrets of the shadows, 

The colors of tomorrow, 


His hurts he hides in his pocket, 
Waiting for the sorceress to come 
Who can share his deep pools, 
Make ripples beneath the surface 
Of his aloof heart. 


if he Pat Gig will not be prose)-— 


A TASTE OF CLASS 
(dedicated to Creative Writing I, 
Spring, 1975) 


young, old 
soothing, strong 
shy, bold 
herbs have blended 
to form strange spice— 
mingling textures soft and tough 
tingling tastes smooth and rough 
with sound 
sense 

that will echo 
through each life 

long 
after the feast has ended 


S/22075: 
Paul Atwell 


by Paul Atwell 


A BELATED BOW TO ELIOT AND 

THOSE FROM WHOM HE FREELY 

STOLE (AND THOSE WHO FREELY 
STEAL FROM HIM) 

and those who simply steal 


On my way there 

I wrote a dozen poems or two 
About you and me 

Love 

Life 

Tragedy 


You won't find them here 
Those words that made 
Magic rhyme 
Slipped away 

like birds that stay 

a pace ahead, beckoning 
_ with their ellusiveness. 
But they are here inside 
My head, heart 
Muscles, nerves. 


Ai they e; slipped away 


To make a day mids | 
That won't be . Wines Zs 
Poetry at all. aries iy hh 


‘se 


A day in which 
Words do not step in time 
But take their time 
In stepping forward to 
Wrinkle a brow with thought, 
A day when words 
Not set to rhyme 
Tumble out like a 
Torrent from spring rain 
Rushing onward through 
A new— 
made or seldom-used 
Path that will not or cannot 
Contain its energy. 
The torrent knows no uniformity 
“or meter and needs none. 
When there is speaker and hearer— 
These make a poem. 


Sometimes I do need to set them down— 
To work with words— 
Wrestling to master them in form 
And order beautiful to those 
Who do not and never will know 
me (or my words) 
But do, as I do, know words 
Sounds and 
Shapes 
Sharp 
Succinct 
Massive 
Mellow 
Marching together 
Making war on actuality 
By proclaiming the 
Grandest illusion of 
them all—that words, 
though they cannot communicate, 
Can be sublime. 


Grappling with words, 
I, sweating with love’s labor, 
Wrestle for that sublimity 
With stubborn sounds that 
Plod along like mules. 
Glistening sounds, dripping sweat, 
Glide away. 
I stop, a moment still with silence, 
And with a smile still know that 
They are there: 
They’ve slipped away 
For another day 
For me or you 
or some one else to 
Play with 
Stay with 
Master. Perhaps, 
Over 
Power 
and make their 
Subjugation 
Confirmation and Triumph 
for all that for 
labor to snare the 
the sound laughter. 
of hidden children 
laughing 


\ 
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LIKE LIFE—LIKE LOVE (a live lick) 
by Paul Atwell 


Like life, love bends the mind 
Like life, love undermines 
Ni rules and laws 
finds 
flaws 
in walls 
framed to fall 
to free 
the one 
who built 
them tall 
and wide 
to hide from 
life and love and freedom 
Like life, love sometimes longs to end 
before the end’s 
in sight 
run back to laws 
and store a wealth 
of certainty 
in grave flaw- 
less 
walls that, 
like death, 
withstand — 
all 
Like life, love begins without our 
beckoning 
Like life, love ends beyond our 
reckoning 


Life-like, like liking loving living 
Love-like, love living liking loving 
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MOONCATCHING 
by Paul Atwell 


The moon, an orange fingertip, 
smoothly 
scratched 
a cloud’s back 
then moved 
to soothe 
its hip 


DUSTY 


by Paul Atwell 


Dusky death (without much fuss) 
Dares divide 

Between dirt we dig 

And dirt digging us 


Sty Idle 


It’s strictly a matter of style 
(Content’s been dead a long while) 
But some people’s steps 

Give illusions of depth 

And senses of spaces 

In the smallest of placés 


It’s strictly a question of style 
(Content’s been smelling a while) 
But some people I swear 
Plunging through the thin air 

_ Make the dangle of death 

Seem to draw a fresh breath 


SKIN FLICKER 
by Paul Atwell 


Wind weaves 
well-springed trees 
waking a tune 
for a sage ballet 
then wonders away 
the afternoon 
after 
making love to my 
skin. 


LIFE 


by Paul Atwell 

A swift-winged bird of prey 

Athwart the sun, its multicolored rays 
sting 

the soul to shout hosannas 

even when it swoops to slay 


NIGHT LIGHT 
by Paul Atwell 


We lay 
gathered in warmth 
Each 
unto the 
Other 
One 
Sun 


AUTOBAHN 


by Paul Atwell 

Traveling in boxes 

over automated stone, 

prepackaged people 
circle 

to a muffled monotone 


A WISH FOR YOU 


ie 
Winter is the season of reflection Reale 
Spring is the Mother of new life Weg)! if v 
Summer is the fruitful fulfillment a 
of spring’s fragrant blossoms ... and ‘a 


Fall is the flaming sunset of our years— 
all aglow with one final burst of color 
and energy. 


My wish for you is that each season PAs) 
Will be relished and absorbed | er | 
through its own merits. ay 
There is a certain symphony of harmony ave 

in the seasons of our lives. . wee 
The new continually replaces the old | ; a 
And the dust of every ay, life is yeshed away 4 
by alovely melody, SERVO verde ety)! | 
or a passing kindness | Tah AY as "it ayy I hl} oy 
strewn before our paths. ae jt a7 ey vee a 
Pt aM AED hy a re as 
pay, f t, ‘ Ui ways ak oe Weant rr i ae Wh sii iM i 
i ; ! } i fat x £ ‘ 


~ 
On 
= 
a Aline 
— 
<a 
< 


) i ”Life Styles” 


dit stood in the mountain as 


be Bo ies te me today. 
nt is so hard to reach 
e form it takes in her confuses me.” 


One looked self-satisfied 

Standing on the summit of success. 

_ The city must be a wonderful place to live 
When it comes with the best the country offers. 


One looked peaceful 

Standing on a broken wooden porch. 
_ Rural reality must be easy to endure 
it each day takes simple care of itself. 
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Changing Tides 


distant rumbles 
borne 

on swelling currents 
blossom-dipped 

in orchards 
dew-tasted. 


mountain swells 
shagging 

down 

belly first 
through 

craggy 

jagged 

rocks. 


dunes 

sand cluttered 
swept clean 

an unseen breath 
curving seaward, 


onceproud corn 
submissive, kneeling 
onslaught past 
astride © 
muddy rivulet rows. 
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COUNTRY SUMMERS 
Lucille Thompson 


Here I am again, almost thirteen, and I get shipped off to Grammo’s every summer. 


_ Mom likes to get rid of the noisy chatter of growing girls—says I just sit around and giggle, 


talk about boys, hang upside down on the sofa while talking on the phone. Hours go by and 
we say nothing— just keep giggling! 


Well, here they don’t giggle. Guess country people don’t have phones . . . like Mrs. 
Cluck, old crazy Barry’s mother, across the street. If there’s something important, everyone 
has to use Mrs. Cluck’s phone . . . makes her feel big stuff, I guess. 


That city-phone sound I miss, but sometimes the country porch-swing sound is fun, too, 
and the rockin’ of rockin’ chairs over a busted slat. Well, the porch is a fun place in the 
country summer. Usually, Maynard brought his guitar and eight sisters over to Grammo’s 
to teach a city gal how to sing, “You Are My Sunshine, My Only Sunshine” and something 
about “An Old Gray Mare Pissin’ in a Single Tree.” City girls have bad voices, and Maynard’s 
guitar drowned me out. (Thank heavens!) 

Then skinny Dotty Barns would drop by on her way back from getting some pop at the 


only store ... one store .. . no movies .. . no ice cream parlor . . . no Chinese restaurant 
... just lotsa front porches. 
We'd stay up late, too. Sing and whisper about who wasn’t on the front porch .. . like fat 


Mary Jean. Only the crickets could near (no cricket sounds in the city—just the honk, 
honkin’ noise and buses rumblin’ down Union Avenue). Dotty Barns says she’s getting fatter, 
too (her tits are sagging). Old Junior Rice “knocked her up.” Well, she’s my age, going on 
thirteen, and when I found out what knocked her up meant, I just about died! But at Grammo’s 
there’s not much else to do, I guess. No movies, no ice cream parlor, no Chinese restaurant. 
Nothing much else to think about. Dotty Barns says it makes the kids “horny”—whatever that 


means. Country kids learn different words, too. I take home some neat ones and lotsa 


education to my friend, Janet. Just more to giggle about! 


. a Lr 
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SPREAD THE WORD 
by Clayton Miller — 


Tomac walked slowly, searching the village of death. Smoke curled from charred adobe — 
buildings; spear pierced, blood stained bodies lay in contorted positions of motionless agony. i 
“Run, Tumac! Run! Hide! The invaders are very near!” His mother had forced her — 
seven year old son toward the rocky ridge. “Do not look back! I will be with you soon!” y 
She never joined him. Tumac heard only the clanging of strange metal, hoof-beats of ; 
unknown animals, words shouted he cound not understand. Huddled between the rocks, , 
the screams ricochetted around him—a seemingly endless centrifugal terror. His father | 
had died two years earlier, yet Tumac longed for his reassuring embrace. h 
The stream flowing from the Andes mountains through the village had lost its sparkle ! 
to blood. Purplish-red streaks continued their diluted course toward the Pacific. 
His llama fur woven clothes stained from the turning of blood flowing bodies, Tumac — 
knelt by the stream. His search had ended. | 
Her mouth was twisted, her dark olive skin ashen, her glistening black hair played in ; 
the rippling stream. Tumac lifted the torn brown shawl draped loosely around her body. a 
Blood trickled from the gaping hole in her abdomen. s 
His eyes exploded panic, mountain air swept into his lungs. Tumac screamed terror, 


a convulsive sound the Andes refused to accept, rumbling it back to bodies that could not 
hear. Pe 


(Cont'd. "a a i 


¢ 


“Mama! Mama!” Tumac fell across his mother’s body, his arms lifting her head from 
_ the water. “Oh sun god of the Incas,” he intoned, “please make it not be true.” His tears fell to 
__ her cheeks which gave them to the stream. 

i, Pulling his mother from the water, Tumac stroked her face, then dried her hair with his 
I _ poncho. The scarlet sun retreated below the horizon, fleeing its earth of mangled bodies. 
. } The Andes were magical wonders to the Incas never to be challenged. Magical they 
_) were—looming into clouds as gods capable of sweeping down to capture valleys, trees; even 


his head from their towering silhouettes feeling betrayed by their might. 
Ae Alone in darkness, his prayers unanswered, he lay beside his mother—remembering 


A 


men and boys harvesting maize; girls laughing—extracting chicha kernels. An elderly man 


_ mountains, fires flickered untended, clothes attempted escape from clinging rocks in 
_ the stream, mothers called their children. Life in the village was on foot, fleeing some 


Incas had long awaited the coming of Vilcabamba. The Inca god would arrive from the 
sea on a cloak of white. Ships billowing white sails had instead brought Francisco Pizarro 


Tears clearing, the blurred stars twinkled above Tumac. Pulling her arms around him, 
y, placing his around her, Tumac nestled his head to his mother’s once warm bosom, He felt 
_ secure. Eyes blinked, closed; Tumac journeyed into sleep. 

/ Marching onward, the Word of the Lord was being spread with the aid of a sword. 
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Fine threads . 
OF white ski! 0 
Take the shape, HAN 
Of a cone, Lae Waa 
Woven gueraiial APA 
Between blades of erass, 
Spun close . An 
To the ground. DMN! To 
Eight legs, and 
(A speckled! body 1) 3) 
- Hide inside, — AY iy 
Awaiting a catch. — 
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Black Panther Man 
He dashes through the night 
Leaping at the faintest move, 
About tall dry grass weeds. Pit, 
He sits’ straight\and tally vent | 1 ae 
Proud to be—like a king. — Tre aN 2 
His eyes glitter ’ mre 
Like yellow suns, 
On the darkest night, ) 
So alert is he, standing proud, — 
Before a small jungle. He rules! 
Mike Mertz } | 
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RAGDOLL RABBIT 


ars like fresh green leaves 
oosing natural shape. 


‘you may be 


Bester Peaall 
and carefree. — 
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KNOWING 


I know 

The South’s ancestral songs 

Where I grew up 

In huddled poverty 

Rocked in safety by a mother’s love 
Kin folk here and there who whispered: 


“You can be” 


I know 

The North’s chilling winds 

And growing up 

Under leaning chimneys 

Drenched fatigue, 

Smoldering anger from job denied. 


Can I be? 


Know you 

The “hands on” touch of work, 

The up beat of the job well done 
Spring in step and hands full of pay 
Just heaven at the end of day? 

And you live! 


I know 

This teeter totter of life. 

But in the corners of my mind 

Are the South’s ancestral songs 

Where I grew up 

Rocked in a mother’s enduring love 
Kin folk here and there who whispered 
“You can be” 


And I am! 


By: Marjorie Witt Johnson 


e constant burden-beast 
left-over time 
e all-surrounding influence of each 


th the fact that, 
dove all else, 
is none 


yestirred by love 

| the various declensions of the act are conjugated 
ie violence is consummated 

ety humbles before completion of the wean. 


constant ineffectual changes 
constant burden-beast 


The abundance of violence influenced the act in extreme. 
i m \ ' , ' q 
Bas M. Savacool 


The dark of evening 

makes us say 

“I wonder if it rained today?” or 
“Perhaps, But, who can say 
when drinking so much tea?” 

But still the sea 

the sea comes back from fishing. 


An old man, weathered, light, 
fishnet on his shoulder slung 
and in his eye a glimmer of the young. 
Old man, why glimmereth thine eye so? 
(Screams and powderpuffs, etc.) 
“that is my bedspring!!” and 
sideways, knocks him flat. Rubbing 
his jaw and soothing his eyes 
he rises. 
It is morning. 
Again the sun commands 
our shadows, arrayed around us, 
susceptible to whim. 
Many many times. 
And many before. 
But, ‘tis no matter. 
Just a trifle under the weather, I might say. 
And maybe more 
If given half a chance 
or even three-fourths of a smatterings. 
The difference comes out 
that the sea has come between us. 


Yes, I sing of the sea 
and all else for now 
leaves me 

dry. 


M. Sovacool 
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NOTION ON NATION AND NIXON 


Behind a tacky screen 
An old man who would 
Have been a wizard 
stands 
revealed a farce 
without force 
to heal 
a lily-livered lion 
a heartless tin man 
a brainless man of straw 
a woegirl welded to 
a woman wedded to 
man after 
man and 
pill after 
pill 
until (That’s Entertainment) 
she died a farce 
without force enough 
to heal herself 
without the will 
to be healed 
All of us though 
still 
Believe in wizards 
And over the rainbow 
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2001: THE PERFECT WIFE 
I am 2460249. I have a perfect wife; her identification is 68-4. She was assigned to me by 
the Marriage Agency last Monday. 
The evaluation test showed that I am sloppy and noncreative. They assigned me a good 


_ housekeeper who specializes in all of my weaknesses. 


She runs her cleaning robots so well they hardly make a sound. 68-4 runs cooking 
machines as fast as a secretary robot on a typewriter. Also she brings my meals in seconds. 

68-4 is a good entertainer; she keeps me busy by singing, dancing and playing electronic 
sports with me. 

My new wife fits my tastes perfectly. She is medium in height, large boned and has a 


\ cute fanny. 68-4 reads my mind and dresses to satisfy my moods and desires. Her hair 
‘ is a beautiful misty blue and her red eyes really set off her brass toned skin. 


Her personality was designed to cooperate with every mood I happen to be in. 68-4 
_, is a friend when I need one, a sexy lady when I need to feel sure of myself, and yes, she 
is a mother figure when | need to be comforted. 

The Marriage Agency did issue me an excellent wife, She preforms very well. My 


modular home section is no longer a mess; I have someone beautiful to look at and I am always 


- entertained thanks to the Marriage Agency and 68-4. 
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MY FIRST EXPERIENCE WITH THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE 


Everything was working so perfectly it seemed boring to check the systems. I felt in- 
vincible since we had no problems in the last five or six years, but I had forgotten about 
the many hidden dangers of space. Our power system was just damaged by a meteor storm 
and we were still three light years from our home planet. Although we could cruise in- 
definitely at the speed of light we were in serious trouble because our air supply was 
going fast. 

We were passing a small galaxy when we were suddenly receiving a radio signal 
carrying some form of intelligence. I was in charge of all communications so it was my 
job to decipher the signal. If we could translate the signal quickly enough then maybe we 
could stop there to repair our ship and spare ourselves an agonizing death. 

The computer aboard ship was one of the most advanced models our country had de- 
veloped before we left there ten years ago. It would acknowledge any form of high in- 
telligence very rapidly so I wondered what was taking it so long after several minutes 
had passed. The computer was busy and I was thinking about the source of that signal. 
I wondered what type of life had sent the signal. Were they like us? I had little time to 
imagine what they were like as I felt the air getting thinner. The captain had announced 
that there was little time left and to send a message to that mysterious planet. 

Just then the computer registered an affirmative to the signal. The signal was immediately 
sent over the entire ship for everyone to hear. Someone was talking to what must have 
been a large audience. It was introducing ‘some musical group but I did not care very much 
because I, like everyone else aboard, was flat on their backs gasping lightly for what air was 
left. The musical group started playing, it was difficult to understand at first, but the 
meaning was clear. It was an enchanting melody and somewhat soothing to all on board in 
the last few minutes of existence. The announcer had designated the group as the Beatles 
and they were playing a song called “Yesterday”. 


